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The pressure of the blindfold
wrapped tautly around my
eyes prevented me from seeing anything. Forcefully grabbing my
arms, the men escorted me to an area where I could hear the cries
of someone wailing in pain.

My father.

“Where is my money?” The aggressive voice, in what seemed to be a
Russian accent, echoed throughout the area we were in. My fingers
and hands felt the cold, icy grit and the grease on the ground. The
smell of decay and the ambient humming sound made me guess were in
some freezing works or a big chiller.

“Boss, I promise, I will pay it back … I
will pay it back!” My father was pleading with the man hurting
him.

WHACK! He hit my father again.

I could hear his weight drop to the
ground, moaning in
agony.

“Daddy!” I called out to him.

I could feel and hear my father’s
voice. “Toni?” Then,
“Boss … no. Not her. I can pay … I will pay your money back …”
asking for a second chance.

“Bring the bitch over
here.”

His aggressive, raspy voice made me so afraid. I felt the hands
of his accomplices on me, carrying me closer to my father. They
held me up, still restraining me tightly. I heard slow, foreboding
footsteps edge closer to me. My hands were shivering, my lips were
muttering, fear enveloped me.

I felt the man’s heavy breathing, it was
so tense. Cold hands pressed against the side of my face, and he
removed my blindfold.

Opening my eyes, I was disorientated from the fluorescent lights
above. I quickly got my bearings and saw my father bleeding on the
floor, bruised and battered.

“Daddy!!” I screamed fiercely as I made eye
contact.

I tried to go to his aid, but the man in the balaclava – the one
torturing my father – put the gun straight to my head. Tears
started to roll down my cheeks as I watched my father in pain and
took in the whole situation.

“An eye for an eye, and a tooth for a tooth. If I can’t get
back what is owed, I must take something from you.”

The man in the balaclava began to press
the trigger slightly,
the cold steel of the barrel pushing on the side of my head. I
couldn’t stop crying, asking my father for help.
“Daddy!”

My shout instantly filled him with fear.
“Boss, I promise to pay the money I owe! Give me some time …
please, don’t do it. Toni is all I got.”

The boss sneered. “Are you fucking retarded? Do you think you can
pay back the millions you lost gambling behind my back?”

The man in the balaclava had a fierce
temper. He began to pull on the trigger again, his hand shaking from ruthless
aggression.

“Boss, please … Toni is all I got. This was
never her fault … No …” My father held his hand out.

I felt the pressure of gun increase again.
My body tensed up as I closed my eyes to accept my fate.

“NO!!” my father shouted.

There was silence as I felt the metal
shift off the side of my head.

BANG!

BANG!

BANG!

I opened my eyes to see the shots
penetrate my father. As he fell back I started screaming. He was
bleeding to death. I managed to get free to tend to him, and I held
him as I watched the essence of his life slip away from his
body.

“Toni … I am so sorry, to drag you into
this. Stay strong … you’ll get through it. I love you so much … you
will always be … Daddy’s little girl.”

Those last, faint words made me weep. Seeing my father pass
over, my heart sank into sadness.

I held him, crying, calling him to come
back. “Daddy … come back … Daddy …?” my futile calls evoking no
response as he lay lifeless in my arms.

The man in the balaclava started laughing
in the background. I
turned around to face him displaying hatred and revenge as I rushed
him. He anticipated my movements and threw a punch straight into my
face – a sharp pain with white blindness – knocking me
unconscious.

 


*******

 


The next five years were a blur, I never
saw the man referred to as the ‘boss’, but he sure did make me pay for my father’s sins.
He sold me into a prostitution ring, and every night I was drugged
up with heroin. I had no understanding of the world around me. All
I felt was the euphoria of the drug that induced me into a false
reality I couldn’t comprehend.

A kaleidoscope of emotions, it felt like I was trapped, the
body out of sync with the mind. I didn’t know if I was dreaming –
the countless faces of different men who would sleep with me, their
intoxicating smells of alcohol and sweat – or if I was already
dead. I became a paid object of their channelled desires.

They moved me around quite a bit, but I
was so drugged up I couldn’t make sense of where I was. A vicious
circle. But no matter how bad it was, there is a little voice
inside you that can’t be masked or controlled. That voice gave me
the determination to get myself free.

They put me in a room, restrained by a
leather belt on my hands and feet. There were others like me, but I
never saw how many girls were in the whole place. There was
Rebecca, who shared the room with me; she seemed to have the worst
run. So heavily doped combined with such ill health, there were a
number of times when the men had to revive her. She was absolutely
tormented.

During the day they would clean us up and
feed us. Then night
came, when the commotion of excited men, lining up to indulge in
their disgusting pleasures, indicated they would soon drug us.
Watching as the tears rolled down Rebecca’s cheek as she lay on the
bed, I realised it wouldn’t be too long before I ended up in her
position.

Or dead.

 


*******

 


That was my life until that one night
when I had a chance to
escape.

The usual masked man entered and began to
prepare the syringe to inject the heroin. I was restrained, but I
saw his knife by the table.

“Well, Toni … It looks another train ride tonight …”he said,
laughing hysterically. He tapped the syringe before squirting it in
the air.

He paused, then began to inject me with heroin; the prick of
the long needle in my arm made my eyes roll. I had a couple of
minutes before I would be overwhelmed and submitting to it. The man
took of his mask, his ugly face in front of mine as he breathed in
to smell his prey.

His tongue was poking out like a snake. He
began to lick the side of my face. He clutched the knife from the
table and slowly put the blade by the top of my breast. “What a
waste. The boss should’ve spared your father and killed you. At
least then there’d be some chance of getting our money
back.”

I clenched my jaw and glared at him, full of anger and hate;
it all started bubbling to the surface. I took in long, deep
breaths and then short fast ones to gather what energy I had. The
man started laughing and began to kiss me.

Whack! I head-butted him on the
nose.

He fell back holding his nose as it bled
profusely, the knife falling right beside my hand. “Argh! You
bitch!” he screamed furiously. “Oh, I’m going to kill you now,
whore!” He went for his gun.

I grabbed the knife and cut the restraints
that held me. He pointed
his gun, ready to shoot, so launched at him with the knife. Flying
through the air, I stabbed him right in the chest.

The blood started to spurt and spray out;
the gun fell out of his hand. My blow had killed him
instantly.

I lay on the ground trying to catch my
breath I was so
exhausted. I slid over to corner of the bed to regain my strength.
Grabbing the gun and knife, I tried to stand up before I
collapsed.

My muscles were weak because I had been
bedridden so long, but I was so determined to get out. Adrenalin
coursed through my veins in anger. Then the heroin started to kick
in. I stood up, the sudden rush of energy coming back. It was as if
angels had helped me up, they were by my side … there was no pain
just a heightened sense of alertness and awareness.

I cocked the gun and opened the door – it
was payback time.

The two men at the end of the corridor
caught sight of me and tried to rush me – I shot them. Both fell down, one screaming, one
instantly dead from the shot straight to the head. The sound and
commotion alerted everyone, and the men in the other rooms came
rushing out like cockroaches.

The muzzle of my gun flashing, bullet shells ejecting from the
chamber, I stood there shooting them all as I felt my life starting
to come back from the suffering they had all put me through. I
stepped aside to hide when the main guy came out. I had run out of
bullets so I only had the knife left. If he was responsible for all
this, I would happily die knowing I ended this man’s life for what
he put me and my father through.

Waiting … I heard his footsteps, hid and
stood stock still when he went past me. I grabbed him, holding the
knife to his throat. That alerted his henchman who pointed his gun
at me.

I briefly paused to see the henchman blink
in a moment of clarity as our eyes locked, an attraction followed
by seconds of serenity. It felt like fire and ice coming together.
A handsome man with a nervous look, hesitant about pulling the
trigger.

I was not used to standing up so my legs started to tremble
slightly as I held the man at knifepoint. The edge of the blade
lightly pierced the side of his throat giving him an indication of
how serious I was, and how close he was to dying.

But he had this arrogance about him which
made me less reluctant to end his life. “Brody, put your gun down, I’ll handle this,” he
said.

The henchman put his gun down, when the
man whose life I had in my hands started laughing. “Go on, do it.
Then what? Where are you going to go?”

The henchman tried to rush me
but I held his boss more
tightly. “Get back or I’ll do it. I’ll slit this bastard’s
throat!”

The man I held mumbled arrogantly, “You’re a joke, a fucking
joke. You don’t even have the balls to do it, silly
whore”.

That enraged. “I don’t need to…” I took the knife and cut him
deep from the top of the right side of his brow down over his
eye.

“Aarrgghh!” He started screaming,
experiencing the intense pain I was dishing out. He tensed up,
trying to cope with the agony and free himself, but I immediately
went on a choke hold, as the blood started gushing and trickling
all over my arms.

“Do you think I’m a fucking joke now? Look
around, this silly whore
took out your men like nothing, and now I have you by the
throat.”

The henchman was pointing his gun at me again, when the man I
held started coughing then put out this bizarre laugh. “Brody, put
the gun down … it looks like we have us a keeper.”

I was puzzled by the comment, but the man continued
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